ON  THE   ROAD  TO   INDIA    13
my port-hole brought me quickly on deck to watch the passage.
Later.
Like the mails, we have been sorted out and fined down to the Indian contingent, which was transhipped at Aden to the smaller boat that plies across the Indian Ocean. She is comfortable and quick, but don't believe that this sea is calm in November. We are pitching gaily in the north-east monsoon, and my pen jumps back at my nose as soon as I think I have got it safely on paper. On board the " Salsette " signs of the Durbar become visible in the shape of two Sultans going with their retainers to Delhi on the invitation of the Government of India, They are important people in their way, for they keep the hinterland of Aden, which would be no joke for us if they became testy. One is a quiet, middle-aged man in frock-